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what ? They're not fools. They collected all the stocks of
sugar and salt, thousands of poods of it, from all over Russia
and carried it off to the Crimea, and there they loaded it on
to steamers and sent it to other countries to be sold/' he
said, his eyes glittering.
" And did they cart of all the cartgrease too ? " crooked
Chumakov asked distrustfully.
" Do you think they were going to leave it behind for
you, daddy ? A lot of need they have of you, or any of the
toiling people. They'll find someone to sell even the grease
to ! They'd have carted off everything with them if they
could, so that the people here would die of hunger/1
"That's true, of course," one of the old men agreed.
" The rich are all like that, out to get the last grain. From
time immemorial it's been well established that the richer
you are, the greedier you are. In Vieshenska there was a
merchant who piled everything he had on wagons when the"
first retreat took place. He carried off all his property
down to the last reel of cotton. And the Reds got quite
close, but there he was still not ready to drive out of his
yard, running about dressed in a sheepskin, pulling the nails
out of the walls with pincers. ' I'm not going to leave a
single nail behind for them, damn them !' he said. So it
isn't very surprising that they've carried off the grease with
them."
" But all the same, how are we going to manage without
salt ? " old Maksaev asked benevolently towards the end
of the talk.
" Our workers will soon dig up more salt, and meantime^
you can send wagons to Manich/' Mishka advised guardedly.
"The people don't want to drive there. The Kalmyks
do us harm, they won't let us have salt at the lakes, and
they carry off our bullocks. An acquaintance of mine came
back with only his knout.  One night three armed Kalmyks
rode up and drove off his bullocks, and pointed to their
throats:   ' Keep your mouth shut/ they said, ' or you'll
come to a bad end, daddy/ And now you drive there ! "
" We'll have to wait a little longer/' Chumakov sighed.     -
Mishka managed to come to some kind of agreement with
the elders,-but at home he and Dunia had a serious
conversation over tins very question of'salt. Altogether,